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Of thee o'er all peoples.    Thou hold'st all with

patience,
Thy might with mood-wisdom;   I shall make

thee my love good.
As we twain at first spake it.   For a comfort thou

shalt be

Granted long while and long unto thy people,
For a help unto heroes.    Naught such became

Heremod

To Ecgwela's offspring, the ho.     4jful Scyldings;
For their welfare naught wax'd he, but for felr g

in slaughter,                                                1711

jr the quelling of death to the folk of the Danes.

Mood-swollen  he brake there frs board-fv,-lows

soothly,

His shoulder-friends, until he sunder'gi him lonely,
That mighty of princes, from the mirth of all

men-folk.
Though him God the mighty h.thc.joyance of

might,

In main strength, exalted high over airmen,
And framed him forth, yet fast in his heart grew
A breast-hoard blood-fierce; none of fair rings

he gave
To the Danes as due doom would.    Unmerry

he dured                                                      1720

that yet of that strife the trouble he suffered,